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dedication. 
To all Brethren, of the I^psucres, 
Theosophists avid 3/Custics who have 
laboured to enh&ace the 3/C,5.gnu,m ©pes 
daring the 7th and 5th d-ucles of 
^(ctivity these are respectfully dedicated. 

i.-.^'.-.S.-.^.-. 

3/Cuser. 



THOU ART. 




|WIFT flies the night like a shaft from 
a bow. Thou art the night. 
Comes the day like a smile, sweet un- 
folding. Thou art the Day. 
The plant seed grows and opens to the 
Sun. Thou art the Seed. 
The Infinite expands from the finite. 

Thou art Infinite. 
As life speeds on unending smile and grow. 



MUSIC. 




UST Sound, but what grand harmonies 
are formed 
By hands of Masters as they let their minds 
Expand to touch the fringe of Ring -Pass- 
Not, 
Where Symphonies and Rhapsodies 

abound. 



DREAMS. 



REAMS, webs of fantasy spun from 

the Mind. 

Network of running lines confused, 

unending, 

In which is wove the present and the 

past, 

Alluring, maddening, frightening, 

seeming real. 

The Dreamer, mover in the known 

and unknown. 

His world a mighty secret to himself, 

Creating scenes and subjects — as he 

moves 

The Infinite he spans with flickering 

eye. 



I BLESS YOUR HOUSE. 

I bless your house and your dear ones, 
Your possessions seen and unseen. 
With a sign I mark your chamber 
So that peace may there abide. 
In the grey morning strength be thine, 
In the dark night courage and hope. 
In the blaze of Sun robust health, 
At all hours be thou loved, contented. 



SHE LEFT A FLOWER. 



She left a flower, 'twas perfumed and a rose, 
To keep a memory cherished through the years; 
The bloom has gone, no fragrance to the nose. 
But petals dry, unwashed by sorrowing tears. 
She took a heart, which left me cold and clay, 
Which I can claim, when warmth and life return; 
The memory lingers on, come soon the day, 
The flower shall bloom again in hearts that yearn. 



AWAKE. 

Awake! 'Tis sunrise and the dawning day, 

I heard a cry which called me from my sleep; 

Was that her voice which whispered through the wind, 

Or am I but deceived by sorrowing mind. 

Awake ! The voice came from the far away, 
Oh call again my love of long passed years; 
Or is it but through slumber thou wilt call, 
When silent night with mantle covers all. 



OH HAD I BUT THE POWER. 

Oh had I but the Power to speak these words — 

Let there be light; 
I would illume the pathway unto death, 

With Angels bright, 
That none who pass would feel afraid, alone. 

Oh had I but the Power to speak these words — 

Peace be still; 
I would give quiet to every turbulent heart, 

Which had its fill, 
Of sorrow, anguish, loneliness and pain. 

Oh had I but the Power to speak these words — 

I am the Lord; 
And could discern Creation's mighty scheme 

Then my reward, 
Would be to understand that all is just. 



MYSTERIES PROFOUND. 

The Lotus bud expands — a form appears 

From out of darkness into light. 
A miracle unto the sight, 

A breath inspired, born is life. 
The strain is o'er gone the pain and tears. 
A Jewel Born. 

Ponder, can it only breath that makes 

A life of each and every one. 
And when our mortal day is done, 

Though some think real life's just begun, 
Comes Death the Reaper — breath as toll he takes. 
A Page is Torn. 
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The Universe expands in Mother Deep. 

From out the all embracing Space. 
A world produces human race, 

It comes and goes without a trace, 
Then nought abounds but dark Eternal Sleep. 
To Say The Least. 

A Sun illumes the day with light ablaze, 
Unfathomed mystery whence it comes. 

The awe-inspiring thought sense numbs, 
For human sciences are crumbs 

Dropped from the Kosmic Table to amaze. 
Some Day a Feast. 
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SLANDER. 

Let serpent with the poisonous tongue which hides 
Its empty head behind a cunning Knave, 
Know that the time for judgment only bides 
Till its own poison turns and madman rave. 

But only coward guilt no truth will write, 

He stands condemned when questioned through the 
pen; 

For he who fearless writes the truth has might, 

Who does not, fears the scorn of honoured men. 
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TO A.B. 

She culled from depths that wisdom ages old, 
Which is beyond the ken of untrained mind. 

In voice of cultured speech, in phrases bold, 
She spoke the truth to men of every kind. 

Let those who follow on whilst she seeks rest, 
See to it that the pathway is well trod, 

That they in turn might give their all, their best, 
On path that has one ending, only God. 

Think not that she has gone, ne'er to return, 

The White Lodge oft doth call a tired one home, 

To bathe in fires divine, Akasha's urn 

Beyond the far Himalaya's snow-capped dome. 
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ARIHMAN. 

The Almighty unto Arihman did cry, 
" From these bright regions shalt thou fly, 
Unto the mortals and their life below, 
In pain and anguish suffer but Light show." 
And lo! he passed unto the earth and man, 
Angelic voices chanting " Arihman." 

And deeply steeped in evil of the earth, 

He cried " O God, of Light there is a dearth, 

My task is heavy, wayward seems — 

To lead man unto Thy Celestial Beams. 

He lived the life of earth and suffering man, 

Who could not see his faults blamed Arihman. 
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Unto the ghouls and ghastliness of Hell, 
He went and weaved a festoon which fell, 
On to the earth and faintly glimmered Light, 
That mortals e'en in death might know the life. 
Hell's denizens were thankful cried " we can, 
Realise Eternal Life through Arihman." 

Then unto God he cried " I'm born anew," 
And from the dust he rose and mortals knew, 
That God and Demon were in everyone, 
As in the " Prince of Light " but lo ! he'd gone. 
With harp and voice the Cherubim sang to man, 
" Praise now thy Saviour — the Prince Arihman." 
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THE HOUSE OF FULFILMENT. 

TO ADEMS BECK. 

Who treads a Middle Way to Inner Light 
Finds not a pathway strewn with Roses sweet, 
Nor sinking carpets soft unto the feet, 
But thorns at first and darkness as of night. 

Who seeks the Way must travel all alone, 
No beacon gleams or finger post to guide, 
Nought save a flickering spark, within but known, 
To fan itself o'er universes wide. 

Unto an Inward House that Way doth lead, 
Whose portals white, stretch infinite, beyond, 
Where mountain peak and sky define a creed, 
Which speaks fulfilment and Eternal bond. 

The Adams of the past look from above 
And faeckon to the traveller as he wends 
His way, to find that House and greater love 
'Tis thus he finds fulfilment, Journey ends. 
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PARADISE LOST OR REGAINED 
OR WHAT? 

Where is the Paradise of Milton's days, 
The promises of After-life to be? 
What have we found through all the Poet's lays 
Of Ancient Rome, prophetic poetry? 

Can we have lost the only Paradise, 
Mankind of early days so ably named; 
That place of peace and freedom from all vice, 
And must that Paradise be yet regained? 

What denizen has yet from far beyond 
Returned unto the mortal earth to tell; 
If there is heaven place where souls abound 
Free from the trials and sorrows of Earth's hell? 

Let Milton and his confreres speak at will, 
In lengthy cantos, elegance of speech; 
Mankind to truth is nowhere nearer still, 
For Paradise is still beyond its reach. 
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LIFE AND DEATH. 

What? Sayest thou that I have fear of death, 
When scorched have I been by cannon's breath; 
And braved the parched deserts, Northern snows, 
And travelled pathways which no white man knows? 

Oft as a Tay Yen have I walked the walls 
Of ancient China, and in stately halls 
Have seen the fingers speaking, heard the songs 
Of Hip Sings, Hop Sings, all the mystery Tongs. 

What is this death of which thou speakest much, 

What is the fear of it, if there is such; 

How can one fear a non-existing thing 

As death, when life speeds on Eternal wing? 
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'Tis true, the mortal body comes and goes, 
The elements to mother earth it owes; 
But what of that, the life moves ever on 
From form to form until the Goal is Won. 

I fear not death, but this appalling life, 
With all its tribulations and its strife; 
The unkind thoughts of men, their deeds malign, 
And words devoid of wisdom, such as thine. 



Bohemian Press, 22, Norwood Grove, Wverpool, 6. 
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